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You Scare Me When You Scream 


Author's Notes: 
| was hoping to get this done before the Ficmas flood, oops. Anyway, | don\'t have a computer with me so | 
wrote this on my phone. | hop you can enjoy. Merry Christmas! 


Away hurtles through space. He speeds past asteroids and space junk, moons, planets, stars, spinning endlessly. 
His hair whips in his face in the airless breeze that his motion has created as he leaves the solar system. The 


light of the sun does not shine on him now. 


On and on he spins, with nothing to catch onto to stop his dizzying motion and nobody to see the inaudible 
scream that passes his lips. His vision has become a blur of streaks of light and endless black. He feels weak, 
but somehow he is still alive as he exits the galaxy. If he wasn't spinning, he'd try to look for the Sun in the 
vast mass of stars behind him, but he can't focus on anything but the burning of his lungs. He is alone now; 
there is not even a comet to keep him company as he tumbles through the vast, empty black between 
galaxies. As he spins, he can make out blurry shapes of other galaxies far, far away, but they mean nothing to 


him. 


And then lights surround him once again, as he enters another galaxy. He spins past new stars, moons and 
giant, rainbow coloured gas clouds. Faster and faster he goes, turning over and over and somehow still alive. 


Then everything is black again as he shoots out the other side of the galaxy, gravity having no effect on him. 
On and on he goes, picking up more and more speed. He passes through innumerable galaxies, his desperate 
cries swallowed up by the dense blackness and his tears hanging in space far behind him. He travels past 
things that would be an astronomer's wet dream. He passes over black holes, untouched. Everything is a blur 
of black and colour, including the alien spacecraft which he begins to encounter. He doesn't have time to look at 
them for longer than a split second because suddenly he is in blackness again. 

This time he can't see anything at all, not even one pinprick of light. The stifling blackness presses down on him, 
and he wonders if he is dead. The fact that he can feel something pressing against him and has suddenly 
stopped spinning tells him that he is in fact alive, and it makes him miserable. The thing pressing against him 
feels soft and pliable, almost like fabric. He thrashes against it, arms flailing and legs kicking madly. 

With an almighty shudder, it gives way and Away finds himself falling, and it feels like he has a rope around 
his neck. He twists as he falls, and he can see that somehow all the galaxies he travelled through are following 
him at high speed. He knows, somehow, that he has ripped apart the edge of the universe, and now the 
universe is falling with him. 

His voice finds him in the darkness, and he screams for all he has destroyed as he plunges downwards. 

And then he lands with a jolt, surrounded by softness. 


‘Michel, Michel, wake up,’ a voice croons in his ear. A violent shudder rips through his body. 


Inhale, exhale, inhale, exhale, repeat. His skin is cold and slick, and sweat soaks the sheets. His knuckles are white 


where the duvet is clenched in his fist. 
Just another nightmare. Only a dream. 
Away exhales and tries to relax his hold, his body going limp. 


‘You're okay, baby, everything's okay, the voice continues to murmur sweet nothings into his ear, and a hand 


finds its way to his forehead and brushes away the sweaty hair there. 


‘Just a dream, he mutters, finding the strength to roll over, clear his tear-filled eyes and meet the concerned 


blue ones of his lover. 
‘Fuck, Jay, he murmurs, voice shaking and hands seeking to be held. ‘| hate them. Those nightmares: 


Jason sits up, moonlight falling on his pale, bare chest. He moves closer to Away and cradles his head in his lap. 


‘| know, baby. They're awful. You're here, though, here with me. Nothing's gonna happen. I've got you: 


Away breathes out heavily one last time, burrowing the back of his head into Jason's lap. Then he smiles 


weakly. 


‘Yeah. I'm okay. | love you, he murmurs, reaching up to pull Jason's head down to his. Their lips meet in a 


upside- down kiss and Away feels safe again, the horrors of space almost forgotten 
But then he notices that Jason is trembling slightly. 

‘Jay? he asks, his heavy accent stretching the syllable. ‘Are you okay?" 

Jason sighs, slumping forward, mentally collecting himself. 


‘Yeah, he replies, voice cracking. ‘You scare me when you scream in your sleep because there's nothing | can 


do; he says, voice dropping to a whisper. 
Away feels a sudden wave of love wash over him as he looks up at his lover, protector and friend. 


‘There's nothing | can do either, he says softly. ‘But as long as you're here when | wake up, everything will be 
okay" 


Jason smiles. 


‘You can count on that: 


